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Waltzing 


Author's Notes: 
thank you to my friend sarah for beta-ing the fic. the sentences here are far better than how i usually write. 


enjoy! 


Reb lied restless as outside noises from the various cars that drove around his apartment preoccupied his 
mind. 


The clock struck Il, it was barely midnight. 


Reb was used to sleeping past midnight, but Kip encourages him to go to bed earlier. Since waking up late is 
already a thing he always does in the morning. 


The singer was outside of the room, working on the band's previously discussed arrangement for their 
upcoming song. Kip began writing down lyrics which meant that he couldn't be disturbed. 


Reb stared at the ceiling while holding onto his pillow, blinking once he heard the sound of classical music 
playing softly from outside. He couldn't recognize whose music it was at first, but knowing his roommate, it 
must have been Kip. 

Seriously, is there anything that Kip can't do? The man plays music, does ballet, and studies classical 
arrangements. What other rock band was influenced by classical? Reb couldn't think of any. Maybe one or two 
that he's not close with, but Kip Winger is the only man he knows and is close to. The guitarist can name one 
thing he can do that Kip couldn't, however, cook. Kip can't cook shit. Hal At least the man had something. 
Despite being good at too many things, it never distracts Reb's feelings for the man in question. He adores Kip 
Winger, almost as if he's filling the empty spaces in his life. Does Reb fill Kip's spaces too? Thinking about it, 
Reb could only hope so. The singer means everything to him. The fact that he's the luckiest man in the world 
to even have someone like that never is lost to him. 

The overarching sentimentality of the room began to get to the man as- 

Reb decides to get out of the bedroom to have a glass of warm water. As he lazily steps outside, the classic 
music that has been playing gets louder and louder. He spots Kip sitting on the chair of his desk, not seemingly 
in the spell of one of his transient writing sessions. He just swirls the pen on his calloused fingers and taps the 
wooden desk, humming along with the music's soft, slow rhythm. 

The singer turns around as he hears the sound of the door opening. 

"You're not sleeping yet?" 


Reb shrugs, walking to the kitchenette as he fills a cup with warm water. "You know | can't sleep before | AM." 


"Does the music disturb you? | can stop playing it" Kip says, quickly leaning forward to press the stop button 


on the tape recorder. 


"Oh no, it's okay! It's not that loud and it's, ah, classical music," the guitarist giggles as he sits on the couch, 
"Just keep playing it, man. | like it" 


Kip huffs a laugh and leans back, “Alright then if you say so." 
"So, have you come up with anything yet?" 


The singer sighs and runs his finger through his smooth, silky hair. 


‘lm still trying to find rhymes but nothing's coming to mind. | already have half of it though, wanna take a 
look? Maybe you can come up with something." 


Reb leans forward, weighing on both of his arms and closing the distance between them. Kip doesn't even lean 


back. They're so close to the point that their cheeks are almost touching. 
Reb then silently reads Kip's work and hums to himself. 


He thinks for some moment and chuckles, "Fuck man, | can't even think of anything right now." The desperate 


response results in the other man bursting into laughter. 

“Alright l'm gonna call it quits. Tomorrow we can continue working in the studio.” 

Reb nods, "Sounds good." 

Both men then starts recalling stupid things that had happened with Rod and Paul during the afternoon, joking 
around and playfully slapping each other arms. Oh, how Reb loved sharing intimate moments like these with the 
man. Even though, as a band, they're as tight as any rock group could be, Reb particularly treasures moments 
when it's just the both of them, chatting, laughing, or talking heart to heart. Being with Kip feels like living with 
a soulmate. The feelings that the man felt may not have made particular sense, but the man doesn't mind. All 
he's sure of when Kip's around is that he's happy, as happy as a man could be. Does that make sense? Reb 
won't mind. He's just happy, really happy. 


Amidst the conversation, Reb asks, "Oh wait | wanna ask, what music is playing?" 


Kip sits up straight, looking somewhat wiser and classier, "Over The Waves by Juventino Rosas. It's like, one of 


the most popular works from Latin America." 

"Sounds like dancing music." 

"Of course. It's a waltz" 

Reb scratches the back of his neck, feeling embarrassed with himself for not being cultured enough with a 
classical repertoire like Kip. "Ah, | see." 

"Wanna dance?" 

Reb blinks, "W-what?" 


The other man stands up and offers his right hand in front of Reb, "I asked, do you want to dance with me?" 


Giving Reb his charming smile that can melt everyone's heart. 


The guitarist nervously grips the cup in his hand and whines, "Nooo... I'm bad at it!" 
"Well, you'll see me doing it so you can imitate my steps." 

"I fucked up at my school prom, you know!" 

"No problem, I'll lead you anyways." 


Reb's cheeks grow hot, but he couldn't shake off the feeling that this would become one of those moments 


he'll always treasure. 

"What if | step on your toe?" the guitarist meekly asks while fidgeting on his cup. Embarrassment starts 
overwhelming his senses as he remembers how he had stepped on his partner's toe at his school's prom, 
resulting in her leaving him and dancing with another guy instead. 

Kip chuckles, helping Reb to stand up, "Oh, | won't mind. We all make mistakes." 

He then takes Reb's cup that he's still gripping and places it on the coffee table. 


"Alright, I'll restart the music. We don't have to dance until it ends, but | wanna show you how | do it” 


Reb nods as the song starts playing again and Reb's heart begins to pound faster as Kip places his hand on his 
waist and the other one takes his other right gently. 


"Now put your left hand on my shoulder.” 


As the music continues, Kip steps to the side and sways his body. Reb follows carefully, looking down to his 
own feet to check the moments where he feels he's going to step on Kip. 


"My right foot would go forward, and your left one would go backward. Then we'll do a square step like this.” 


They move slowly yet surely and Reb's nervousness starts fading away more as their movements synchronize 


with the music. 


Kip chuckles, "It's not that hard, isn't it?" 


Reb smiles, their eyes meet and the younger man blushes. At this point they're just swaying side to side with 
their hands still on each other, moving left and right repeatedly. Kip hums with the music quietly, closing his 


eyes, obviously enjoying the moment. 


The world reduces to him, Kip, and the music. 

He stares into Kip's facial features. Closed eyelashes touching his upper cheeks, his cheekbones, his.. everything 
What if | lean forward and kiss his lips? 

He's entrenched in his thoughts until the music's tempo suddenly increases and just before he blinks, Kip lifts 
his right hand and spins Reb around quickly. 

Ohl!" 

It was so fast that Reb loses his balance, nearly falling on the floor when Kip catches him just in time, arms 
wrapped securely around the man's waist. It didn't fail to dawn on him how their current position looked like 
some cliché dancing scene from some stupid chick flic that Reb would never admit watching. 

The singer laughs loudly and helps him stand up straight. 

"Why did you pull a stunt on me like that?!" Reb half screams, still embarrassed from the accident. 


"No, that's part of the waltz!" Kip laughs again, now falling to the couch, "Bro, you should see the face you 
made!!!" 


"If it was, then you should have told me before!" 


Reb then throws a pillow at him, making the other man let out an "oof!" before falling on the couch, laughing 
hysterically. 


The music has stopped and now the only sound that filled the room was the both of them laughing like 
maniacs, throwing playful insults, and lightly punching at each other. 


And that's how the waltz truly ends, both of them sitting lazily on the couch, catching breaths. They are 

exhausted, but happy. Reb feels grateful, so grateful to have someore like Kip by his side. He wants to have 
these kinds of moments-hell, even spend the rest of his life-with the mon. It's nearly unbelievable to realize 
the man he once hated ended up being his bandmate, best friend, and the most understanding man Reb ever 


met. 


Kip stretches his arms and yawns, "Aight, thank you for willing to dance with me. Now it's time for us to go 


to bed" 


Kip reaches for the pillow Reb just threw at him and a blanket. He sleeps on the couch while Reb does on the 
bed, it's the arrangement they discussed and agreed upon before moving since Reb's legs are too long for the 
apartment-sized furniture. 

But the bed fits two people. Reb wonders if he could ask Kip to sleep on the bed with him instead. 

No. HI hold that back before it gets weirder and he starts to suspect things. 


“Alright, you ass." Reb walks back to the bedroom, still giggling. 


For now, just focus on what we have instead, that's enough 


"Night, Kip." 


"Night, Rebbie." 


